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A moment later it opened and Judith stood
astonished. Then she ran forward, holding out
both her hands.

* Warren! ' she cried.

He laughed and was so glad to see her that his
little grey eyes, bright and restless like a bird's,
twinkled with pleasure. He had not seen her for
four years.

' You are not changed in the least/ he said,
holding both her hands in his,

* Why, of course not/ she said, leading him to
the sofa.    His limp made her seem protective
towards him.    * And why should I be? '

*  I have thought at times/ he said, looking at
her very closely, * from your letters, that you were/

*  In which way? *

* Oh, more serious, more grave/

*  I am a most serious person/ she said.    * You
have never granted me that sufficiently/

She was enchanted to see him. He was
exactly what she was needing, an easy, good
friend who cared for her, who was outside all the
increasing perplexities and complications of this
house and her position in it.

' But why are you here? And where have you
come from?'

41 have been in Keswick a week/

* In Keswick a week and only just come!'

' I had some business there and I would not
come to see you until it was concluded/
' But why not? '

* Because it concerns you/

* Concerns me? *